The miller was sitting at his door, his white clothes dis-
closing his presence, despite the darkness of the moonless
night.

ct Who goes there? " he called out as he heard the ap-
proaching footsteps.

tf Neighbours going home," replied PenderelL

" If you be neighbours stand or I will knock you down/*
the miller ordered.

But Penderell was already fumbling at the gate leading
into a lane, whereupon the miller yelled " Rogues!
Rogues! ** Several men whom Charles took to be soldiers
ran out of the house.

" So we,*' his Majesty would explain with much relish
after it was all over, " fell a-running, both of us, up the
lane as long as we could run, it being very deep and very
dirty."

At last they could go no further. The two men leaped
the hedge and lay breathless on the other side listening for
sounds of pursuit. They heard none, and after half an
hour's rest continued on their way. Penderell later learned
that the miller, too, had been hiding royalist fugitives and
had only wanted to scare inquisitive Puritans from his
door.

It was nearly light when Charles and his guide came to
the village for which Penderell was making. He proposed
to enlist the aid of one Woolf e, a local Catholic gentleman,
and went ahead to see if the man would help a refugee.
Woolf e, who alone of his household was awakened by Pen-
derell's knock, said he would not risk his neck for anyone
alive except the King. Penderell promptly told him the
King was waiting outside, " at which I was not a little
troubled, but then there was no remedy, the day just com-
ing on, and I must either venture that or run some greater
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